CHAPTER 88 


July 11, 2011 


“Hey, is that stuff about King Moron for real?” 
“It was on TV, right? It must be true.” 


It was Monday, and everybody was sitting in homeroom, waiting for the bell to ring. 
Maroka had died the prior day, and so Justin wasn’t even sure why they had school. 
Back at his old school, if a teacher died, they called school off for like a week. Mind 
you, it wasn’t something that happened a lot; it only happened once, and it was 
from old age. The point is, there shouldn’t even be school right now; it just didn’t 
make sense to Justin. He had considered not even showing up, but Yu had wanted 
everyone to gather at Junes after-school today, and quite frankly, he had no 
intention of explaining to them why he hadn’t showed for school, but was okay to 
show up for their meeting after-school. So he just sat there, groaning a bit as the 
minutes passed by sluggishly. 


“IT still can’t believe he’s dead...” Justin muttered a bit to himself. He didn’t like 
Marooka, not one bit; but he still didn’t deserve the faith that met him. Besides; this 
marked the first time that someone Justin knew had been killed by the murderer. He 
had no idea who Yamano was, and he only met Saki once. He wasn’t all buddy 
buddy with Marooka or anything, but he did see him on a daily basis. It was strange 
knowing he was gone forever, even if Justin had secretly wished it in his heart that 
he would just disappear. Chie sighed slightly next to him. She knew how he felt. It 
just wasn’t right, just not the same with King Moron gone. 


“l wonder who our new homeroom teacher’s going to be.” Chie questioned outloud. 
Sure, her priorities should have been elsewhere, but it was a good question. With 
Marooka gone, who was going to take his place? Still, Justin had to wonder how they 
had managed to find a replacement already. He had been dead for all of one day, 
and already this school had pushed him aside like he had never been there to begin 
with. It was sad to think that Marooka was gone without so much as a memory left 
behind. His legend died with him. Sure, no one like the guy; but to be forgotten so 
easily? No one deserved that... 


Justin’s thoughts were soon interrupted by the sound of the door opening, the figure 
of a teacher making their way inside. Justin lifted his eyes as he heard the door 
opening, figuring it was whoever Marooka’s replacement was. He was most 
certainly right. And his jaw damn near hit the table when he saw who it was. He 
didn’t know the person in the slightest; but she certainly demanded a certain... 
presence of lack of a better word. Pretty much all of the guys in the classroom 
followed Justin’s reaction, flabbergasted by the teacher who had come in and stood 


in front of the classroom, a rather sexual stance; curving her hips in a certain way 
as though to attract the lust of some of the students. There was no doubt she was 
doing it on purpose; but that didn’t mean it wasn’t working. Chie had to snap her 
fingers in front of Justin to bring him back to reality. He was a little embarrassed to 
admit that he had been trapped in a slight daze as the teacher tried to attract the 
eye of the male students. It wasn’t that he was lustful or anything like that; oh god 
know. She was nowhere near Justin’s type anyway. It was just that he was 
distracted. He didn’t think it was humanely possible for someone to have a pair that 
big. It wasn’t attractive, but god be damned if you didn’t stare because you were 
trying to figure out how the hell that worked. 


“Goooood mornin’. I'm Noriko Kashiwagi, your new class teacher starting today. You 
all probably know already, but now that Mr. Morooka has passed away... I'll be 
taking good care of you instead.” Ms. Kashiwagi giggled slightly, though Justin’s 
eyes just widened in slight horror. They just went from an asshole for homeroom 
teacher to a sexual predator apparently. Justin would take Marooka any day over 
her, and he had only known her for five seconds. Chie was certainly not too thrilled 
either for very similar reasons. She didn’t want a slut for a teacher; she didn’t need 
to hear some sexual innuendo every twelve seconds. “Okay, why don't we start off 
with a moment of silence for Mr. Morooka. Close your eyes, everyone...” 


“Chie? I’m scared.” Justin whispered in an aside to Chie. She didn’t half blame him 
in all honesty. While everyone was busy closing their eyes, which Justin was 
surprised anyone had actually done, Ms. Kashiwagi had taken the opportunity to sit 
on the front of her new desk, legs crossed in a very sexual manner. Justin had 
briefly considered gouging his eyes out. He was horrified in all honesty; even if most 
of the other guys were getting some sick kick out of this. 


“That should be good enough.” She remarked, allowing everyone to look upon her 
once again. “I'll do my best to fill Mr. Marooka’s shoes. So our regular exams are 
still on track for next week. As your principal said, ‘It's times like these when the 
schedule is most important, Nori-chan.’ It must be tough for you. But that's what it 
means to become an adult, little by little.” She continued, a lustful slur to her words. 
Justin turned his horrified gaze over to Chie, who in turn was doing the same. 


“...Doesn’t chan mean cute girl?” Justin raised his eyebrow. He didn’t know much 
about honorifics other than what he had learned contextually from the others and 
from what Maya had told him a few years ago. Chie shook her head slightly. 


“Usually.” 


“| think I’m going to vomit.” If the principal did indeed mean chan as in ‘cute-girl’ 
than that image was going to be burned into the back of his skull forever. It was 
times like this that Justin briefly wished for his amnesia to come back. He wouldn’t 
mind forgetting a few other things if it meant forgetting the horrifying image he had 
just recreated in his mind. 


“Oh, and one more thing. That idol in our first-year class... Ms. Kujikawa, was it? In 
person, she's nothing like she seems on TV, so don't get your hopes up, mmkay? 
What's so great about an idol anyway, right class? She's just a piece of 
inexperienced jailbait.” Her lustful tone soon shifted to jealousy and anger for some 
inexplicable reason. Justin shoved his head in between a cushion he had made out 
of his arms. He couldn't listen to any more of this crap. He already felt like his brain 
cells had just been raped, he had no intention of twisting the knife. 


“| cannot believe she is honestly jealous of a fifteen year old girl...” Justin groaned, 
his voice muffled by the desk his face now pressed against, and the arms that 
wrapped around the sides of his head. Needless to say, there was a lot of gossiping 
going around about Kujikawa now. 


“What's up with her...? Does she think she’s Risette’s rival?” 


“She doesn't stand a chance against Risette. | mean, | heard Kashiwagi is on the 
wrong side of 40...” 


“| bet King Moron would've been ecstatic to hear Risette had enrolled here. 
Someone told me they saw him buying Rise's pinup book...” Justin shot his head up 
out of the cushion he made out of his arms for a brief moment, tossing has gaze 
over to the direction of his conversation. Alright, that had to be the creepiest thing | 
have ever heard in all my life. 


“That sounds kinda pervy. He annoyed the hell out of me, but | feel bad that he got 
killed...” 


“Oh, you know what? Risette was on a striptease show.” 
“Huh? A striptease!? Dude, if that was true, the paparazzi would've been all over it.” 


“Yeah, and it also would have been totally illegal. Fifteen is still underaged, guys.” 
Justin mumbled to himself, placing his head back in the cushion he had made 
between his arms, turning his gaze over to Chie slightly. She had been watching the 
conversation with concerned eyes. Everytime someone else watched the Midnight 
Channel, the harder and harder it got for them. Knowing everyone was watching 
when some showed their hidden feelings like that... It was horrifying really. No one 
should be watching it; but everyone WAS. 


“The rumor about the Midnight Channel is spreading further...” Chie remarked with 
disappointment. 


“We'd better wrap this case up quick. Anyways, let's meet up later. Don't make any 
plans for this afternoon.” Yosuke ordered everyone; as if they didn’t already know 
they were supposed to meet up at Junes. Justin pushed his face back into the 
cushion of his arms. School had just gone from bad to worse in a matter of seconds. 


He made a slight mental note to look around for chastity belts at some point. He 
damn well might need one now. 


“Ugh... Finals are next week... It's been a while since | failed any subjects...” 


Chie groaned a bit as the entirety of the investigation team gathered around the 
table at Junes; Maya, Rise, and Teddie included. Justin briefly wondered why they 
were discussing exams when they had more important matters to discuss; but he 
had no problem distracting himself from the real problem at hand. Anything to 
prolong thinking about how much they screwed up; how the killer had outsmarted 
them. 


“Yeah, if by ‘a while’ you mean ‘all the time.’” Yosuke jabbed at her, much to Chie 
and Justin’s displeasure. 


“Hey Yosuke, you remember that test you failed even though you had the answers? 
Yeah good times.” Justin remarked sarcastically, pointing out how the kettle was 
calling the pot black. Yosuke grunted with slight defeat. Yeah, sure, it might have 
been hypocritical, but that was beside the point. You don’t have to be a movie 
director to know when a movie was bad, right? So he didn’t need to get good grades 
to point out that Chie’s grades were shit. 


“Sh-Shut up! Like you've seen my scores!” Chie barked back in defense. Justin took 
a sip of cola as the two argued about Chie’s grades. No, he had definitely seen 
Chie’s grades. On several occasions in fact; just not recently, and none of them 
being failing. Barely passing, maybe, but passing all the same. 


“But Chie always has above-average marks in the subjects that she doesn't fail!” 
Yukiko spoke up with pride on Chie’s behalf. As though that helped at all. That was 
like saying she failed everything except one subject that she was really good at. 
Besides, as far as Justin knew, she was passing in all her classes, even if only 
barely. 


“H-Hey! Why'd you tell him!? My scores just... vary! Yeah, that's it!” Chie tried to 
convince the group. Or maybe she was trying to convince herself. Who even knew. 
One thing was for sure; Rise sure seemed to be getting a kick out of Chie’s 
embarrassment for some reason. “R-Rise-chan, you too...?” Chie was thoroughly 
embarrassed to find that even the girl who barely even knew her was ganging up on 
her and her grades. 


“Sorry... I'm not laughing at you. It's just... | thought it would take me a while to 
make any friends at my new school.” Rise smiled profusely, thrilled to be in the 
presence of so many of her friends. She was so worried that people wouldn’t like 
her, or would only try to befriend Risette, that she was happy to find so many 


friends in her company already. Justin chuckled slightly, putting the can in his hand 
down on the table in front of him. 


“You're in bad company now.” Justin joked. Rise laughed slightly. She wasn’t sure 
she would call her new friends bad company, but even if they were, bad company is 
always better than no company. Chie didn’t seem too happy about Rise’s glee in 
finding friends however. The circumstances were just too terrible to really find any 
joy in their unification. 


“Too bad we met under such awful circumstances.” Chie half apologized. She really 
wished they could meet under better conditions; otherwise it almost felt like the 
only reason Rise was friends with the group was because she had a job to do. Rise 
didn’t feel that way of course, nor did anyone else in the group really, but it would 
be so much nicer if they had more time to get to know her as a person and not 
through her shadow spewing all her secrets out on the table. 


“Oh yeah... What do you guys think about King Moron's case? He didn't show up on 
the Midnight Channel even once.” Yosuke questioned, bringing everything back 
around to the reason they were here. Justin sighed slightly. He was hoping to avoid 
talking about this; but they needed to do it, that much was for sure. Otherwise it 
would just happen again. Those who do not learn from history are doomed to repeat 
it after all. 


“If this person had been inside the TV, | would've sensed it. My nose isn't as sharp 
now, but | can tell that much.” Teddie explained. Marooka was never on the other 
side, that much they knew. But why? Why had he not been thrown through to the 
otherside? The killer just left behind evidence if he killed Marooka outside the 
television. Why risk it? 


“But they found the body on a foggy day again, right? They said on the news that 
that crime scene was just the way it was for that announcer and Saki-senpai.” Chie 
pointed out. It was true; despite Marooka never being on the other side, his body 
was found under the same conditions as all the others. You would think he was 
killed the same exact way, though that was clearly not the case. Justin rubbed at his 
chin slightly. 


“Maybe the body was moved there afterwards.” Justin thought aloud. It would 
certain explain why he was hanging from the antenna, even if he wasn’t killed in the 
same way, right? Everyone nodded slightly; it made a lot of sense to them. They 
could certainly see that being the case. 


“| really wonder about the culprit's motives... Why was Mr. Morooka targeted?” 
Yukiko questioned. That was really the question to end all questions; Justin could 
MAYBE accept that Marooka was killed outside of the television, he simply couldn’t 
understand why King Moron was targeted at all. He didn’t meet a single bit of 


criteria. He broke the pattern in every single way... Maybe his death was supposed 
to throw off the investigation team? 


“Hope it wasn’t personal, ‘cause there’s way too many people who hated King 
Moron’s guts.” Kanji remarked. Justin sighed slightly. It could just be that, in fact. | 
mean, a murderer doesn’t necessarily have to stick to a pattern. If Marooka did 
something to piss of a killer, the killer might want to off him, regardless of whether 
he fit the pattern. And Marooka DID piss a lot of people off... 


“But didn't you say it’s people who get famous on TV who are targeted? If the 
killer's choosing targets by watching TV, | picture him as someone who doesn't 
know the victims at all. | don't think it's worth trying to figure out motives for that 
type. There are too many people who hold grudges against you for no reason, even 
if you've never met them before.” Rise reasoned out loud. Justin nodded a bit. She 
was right in every regard. 


“Rise’s right. We’re dealing with a psychotic killer here; he doesn’t need to have 
any rhyme or reason behind what he does.” Justin backed Rise up. They had to get 
inside the mind of a killer; and honestly, it was a pretty fucked up and disorganized 
place. There were connections every which way and that, yet Justin and Marooka 
both broke the pattern... It could be that there was never a pattern to begin with; 
just coincidences. 


“Haha... You sound like you speak from experience, Rise-chan... But with King 
Moron, he didn't appear on the Midnight Channel or the regular TV... Uurgh! | don't 
get this at all!” Chie shouted with irritation. Every time they figured something out, 
they had to throw an entire chunk of theories they already had. 


“Man, two victims in a row from our school... That's gotta set off the police's alarm 
bells. They're not gonna leave any stones at school unturned.” Kanji remarked, a 
Slight tone of irritation in his voice. He was not looking forward to the cops and the 
media tearing the school apart. Nor was Justin really; the further away from cops he 
was, the better. 


“Y'know, to be honest... Somewhere deep inside, | thought maybe King Moron was 
the killer... The news says that he was the second victim from Yasogami High, but 
we all know that's not the case. And I've heard him say more than once that so-and- 
so deserves to die... But now... | feel bad that | doubted him. He was a capital-A 
asshole, but that doesn't justify killing him...” Yosuke reflected, confessing his 
doubts about Marooka. Justin nodded a bit in agreement. Marooka was pretty 
suspicious at one point; some of the comments he made sounded like something 
someone with intent to murder might say. But now... He felt bad for ever doubting 
him. He felt bad for Marooka. 


“| feel bad for the guy. You ever get the feeling that the guy was just an asshole 
because he was so misunderstood? | mean, pretty much everyone hated his guts... 


You ever think maybe all he really needed was a friend?” Justin mused out loud, a 
look of sadness on his face. Chie and Maya passed Justin a slight glance of concern 
and sympathy. That speech had started off being about King Moron, but as it went 
on... Justin wasn’t just talking about King Moron anymore. He was talking about 
himself. He could understand what Marooka was going through; why he was such a 
prick. He just wished he had figured it out before it was too late... 


“And not just King Moron... | feel sorry for all the victims... | can't forgive the killer, 
no matter what!” Yosuke declared, rage starting to flow through the blood in his 
veins. He couldn’t forgive the killer; not after what they had done to King Moron, or 
what they had done to Yamano... Or what they had done to Saki... That one 
especially hurt in Yosuke’s chest. He had thought he was over her, ready to move 
on. After all, that’s what she would have wanted... But the more he thought about 
her, what had happened to her... It just wasn’t right. And it killed him inside to think 
that if he had just acted a little sooner, she would still be alive and with him to this 
day. He was trying to move on... But it was just so hard. 


“Well, we'll do what we can, for King Moron's sake too! At this rate, you have to 
figure that the killer has something to do with the school, right? So why don't we 
split up and-“ Chie was half way through proposing a plan of action when she was 
interrupted by an all too familiar voice. 


“That won’t be neccesary.” Naoto remarked, walking up to the table from the 
distance. Justin only glared slightly at the figure of the detective in the distance. She 
had an attitude problem the day prior, and now he was getting the feeling that 
Naoto was trying to follow them around; spying on them at every turn. She was 
trying to follow the white rabbit down the rabbit hole, now the question was, was 
she willing to find wonderland? Everyone was a little surprised at Naoto’s arrival; 
caught off guard as she interrupted their conversation about the murders. It 
seemed she had heard what they were talking about; and that was certainly not a 
good sign. 


“Y-You...” Kanji stuttered with shock. He was also blushing slightly, for some strange 
reason. It could be that he was having flashbacks of that moment in the park, when 
the investigation team was following him around. Now the question was, did he take 
that memory as a bad one... or a good one? It was irrelevant all the same though; it 
was more important for Justin to be focusing his deductive reasoning to Naoto’s 
arrival, not Kanji’s love life. 


“There is no need to examine the case of Mr. Morooka any further.” Naoto 
remarked, stopping in front of the group, passing her gaze across everyone who sat 
there, stopping slightly as she laid her eyes on Maya. Maya of course noticed, and 
got slightly uncomfortable, trying to hide her face as best as she could. She never 
was very comfortable around law enforcement, even if Naoto was only a private 


investigator at best. And besides, she couldn’t possibly know about Falcone, right? 
It wasn’t relevant at all to the case she was investigating, after all. 


“Wh-Why's that?” Chie questioned. 


“Apparently, the police has found a suspect. It would be best to let them handle the 
case from here.” Naoto explained to them. Everyone’s heads recoiled with slight 
shock. They had a suspect? Then... Had the murders already been solved? Had the 
killer been caught red-handed? Justin was very curious... And also slightly 
disappointed. He vowed revenge on the killer, vowed to show him some frontier 
justice when he found him. If the police have him... Well Justin’s dreams of 
vengeance were over. It was something ridiculous to be upset over, but he still was. 
That killer didn’t deserve to be able to WALK after what he did. And Justin wanted to 
correct that. 


“H-How do you know...?” Yosuke questioned; ignoring that Naoto was signed on to 
the case. Something she had already told him years ago. 


“She's signed on as a special investigator.” Justin explained in a slight aside. 
Naoto’s heart skipped a slight beat at Justin’s word choice... She... She was 
concerned for a brief moment that he was aware of her true gender; that the rest of 
the group was aware too. But she decided that it was just improper use of words; 
that he had simply said she by accident. There was no way he could know. Or so 
she thought. Justin, of course, had been watching for her reaction out of the corner 
of his eye. It was a very slight one, but Naoto’s bottom lip parted slightly when she 
had looked at Justin as he made that remark. He was right on the money; Naoto 
WAS a she, and not just a very effeminate girl. Now he just had to wonder why she 
would allow everyone to refer to her as he. 


“Precisely. I'm on this case as a special investigator, by request of the prefectural 
police.” Naoto elaborated on Justin’s statement. 


“What!?” Yosuke seemed way to surprised by the remark that had hit his ears. And 
Naoto was very much confused as to why he would be. Justin shook his head 
Slightly, crossing his arms in front of his chest. 


“Just ignore him.” He commented in an aside to Naoto. Naoto, of course, had no 
intention of listening to any of Justin’s advice. | mean, why should she? Justin was 
the most suspicious person here; and everyone here was very fucking suspicious 
right about now. 


“They found a suspect...!? Who is it!?” Chie questioned. She wanted to know right 
goddamn now who it could have been that the police had managed to catch them 
before they had. | mean, they had Persona, they had access to the television. They 
had every single advantage, and still the police had managed to beat the team to 
the suspect. 


“As to his name, | haven't been informed. | do know... that he is a high schooler. It 
isn't public knowledge yet, but he isn't a student of your high school. It seems they 
are quite confident that this boy is the killer... They have testimonies directly linking 
him with the incident. | expect it's only a matter of time before he is apprehended. 
Soon, this case will be solved, and your town will once again be its peaceful, rustic 
self.” Naoto informed the group. Justin rubbed his chin slightly. She didn’t sound 
entirely convinced; something was still bothering her about this case; that much 
was for Sure. 


“The suspect... is a high schooler...? All right... So why come tell us? That's 
confidential info, right? Why run right here and spill it?” Yosuke questioned. Justin 
shook his head slightly, taking a sip of his cola before putting it on the table. He 
knew why. Naoto didn’t believe that their suspect was the killer... She believed it 
was them. 


“Isn't it obvious?” Justin remarked sarcastically before turning towards Naoto. 
“What's puzzling you is the nature of my game.” Justin frowned as he let the 
comment loose from his lips. He had probably made the worst metaphor possible in 
regards to being under suspicion of murder. Naoto glared at Justin slightly, tipping 
her hat slightly. That sounded like a confession to her. Now she just needed the 
evidence. 


“Your ‘game’ will soon reach its end. | felt | should at least let you know that.” Naoto 
remarked, glaring intensely at Justin. Fuck what the police said; she knew they 
weren't on the right track. The man sitting in front of her however... He was the one 
constantly talking about the murders, he was the one with a rather questionable 
background; he was the one who she had caught in illegall possession of tobacco 
from a distance several times. And now he had just called the murders a ‘game.’ 
She couldn’t prove he had done anything; but she would find the evidence she 
needed soon enough. 


Everyone around the table started to glare a bit at Naoto. They weren’t exactly fond 
of Naoto calling this a game to them. Sure, Justin had done it but a few mere 
seconds prior to here; but they knew he didn’t literally mean it in the sense that this 
was a joke to him. He meant it as a metaphor. Naoto, however, had by all means 
intended that to mean that this was a literal game to them. And no one was pleased 
by that. Not even Justin. 


“It’s not a game to us!” Yu shouted with anger in his voice. It was very rare to piss 
Yu off; you had to seriously hurt him or his friends to do that. So you know anytime 
Yu had started to shout in rage, you had fucked up big time. 


“You don't deny, then, that you have involved yourselves in the matter?” Naoto 
continued pressing them to get more of a confession. She knew that they were 
involved, that much was clear. But a confession goes a long way in trying to press 


charges; and when the police’s new suspect turned out to be innocent, she’d be 
ready to make the move on the investigation team. 


“A game...? Aren't you the one who thinks of this as a game?” Rise shouted with 
anger. Naoto’s eyebrows lifted in surprise. She had been the one interrogating 
them, not the other way around. It seemed Rise was trying to flip the table on her. 
“| don't care if you're a special investigator or an amateur sleuth... All you're doing 
is solving mysteries. What could you possibly know about us? You're the one who's 
playing a game here.” Rise continued to pound away at Naoto. Justin smirked 
Slightly as Rise started to get the upper hand. He was a bit embarrassed to have 
accidently have started a scene with his metaphor, but then, Naoto sort of deserved 
it. There was no doubt that she suspected them of having involvement in the crime, 
despite them being the ones who were actively trying to stop it. She deserved every 
piece of shit she was getting flung her way. 


“One of the victims... She meant a lot to me. How could | possibly treat this like a 
game? Plus... We made a promise...” Yosuke choked up with anger and hurt in his 
voice, though that slowly faded to sorrow. He turned to Teddie, a half-assed grin on 
his face, acknowledging the promise they made to him. Teddie was overcome with 
joy. Maya was not. She knew that Yosuke was talking about Saki... He still missed 
her very much; as much as he tried to move on. It hurt her a bit to see him clinging 
to the past as tightly as he was. After all... All living the past ever brought anyone 
was pain and misery. She didn’t want to see Yosuke go through that. He was her 
best friend, second only to Justin. He deserved better than that. 


“Y-Y-Yosuke...” Teddie stuttered, overcome by the warm feelings in his chest. 


“A game... That may be quite true...” Naoto mumbled a bit, suddenly starting to see 
the fault in her words. To these people... it wasn’t quite a game; though it was alla 
game all the same. They were just the pieces on the chessboard; and the murderer 
was the one moving the pawns. And perhaps it was true that she had been going 
about this investigation as though it were a game. But not anymore; this wasn’t just 
about solving a case. This wasn’t about finding the truth. This was about saving 
lives. 


“Wh-Why so understanding all of a sudden...?” Chie was slightly perplexed as to 
why Naoto had gone from drilling them on their involvement with the case to 
complete understanding. Even though she clearly didn’t understand why she had 
said was so offensive. She just understood how this could be perceived as a game. 


“Oh, | get it. | was wondering why you'd be wandering around like this when the 
police have a suspect... What, did they get rid of you now that they have their man? 
Is that why you came here? You were lonely?” Yosuke continued to drill Naoto and 
just generally give her shit. Justin was a-okay with that for the record. This was the 
one time Justin was going to let Yosuke act like a complete ass to someone. Still, 


Naoto did seem rather saddened by Yosuke’s remark. Perhaps it rang truer than 
Yosuke had intended it to. 


“Detectives normally aren't involved with arrests. And we never harbor any special 
emotions regarding a case, either. Still... It is rather unfortunate that people are 
only attentive so long as our services are required...” Naoto remarked, a 
downtrodden expression on her face. 


“Welcome to the working world.” Justin remarked sarcastically before taking a sip of 
his can of cola. Naoto just shook her head though. Why? Perhaps because she didn’t 
want Justin’s pity. Perhaps because what he said rang true. Perhaps because she 
was trying to hide something. Whatever it was, she refused to accept it. 


“But then, I'm accustomed to it.” Naoto remarked, pretty much shrugging Justin’s 
remark off. He had assumed she was particularly hurt by being let go; she refused 
to let him believe he was correct in believing so. And it was true; she had started to 
get used to it over the years. “Much about this case was perplexing, but its solution 
was Surprisingly simple...” Naoto tossed her gaze about the table, looking for any 
tell-tale reactions that might let on that they knew something. Alas, no one seemed 
to know what the hell Naoto was talking about; and once again, she was left without 
any confession or dirt upon the investigation team. She sighed slightly and adjusted 
her hat as she prepared to depart. “Well then, I'll be going now.” She remarked 
before turning about to leave. The investigation team waited until she was 
completely out of sight before speaking again. 


“What was that about...? He just said his piece and left...?” Chie paused for a 
moment, trying to see if anyone had any idea what was going on. Nobody did, 
however. Justin had a good idea what Naoto was trying to do, but he couldn’t say 
without a reason of a doubt; and he’d rather avoid drama if that were the case. “He 
said they have a suspect... but is this really gonna solve everything?” 


“We can only hope.” Justin remarked, starring off into the distance where Naoto had 
dissappeard. She was trying to chase the rabbit down the rabbit hole. She was 
searching for wonderland, but the question was whether she understood what she 
was diving into. 


Clearly not, or she wouldn’t have called Justin a murderer. 


